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Girt round about and guarded with what hopes,

And to a land how loving ; and these years,

These few brief years, have blown from off your boui-hs

All blossom of'that summer, though nor storm

Nor fire from heaven hath wrecked nor wind laid low

That stately tree that shadowed a glul land,

But now being inly gnawn of worms to death

And made a lurking-place for poisonous things

To breed and fester at its rotten root.

The axe is come against it.    None save you

Could have done this, to turn all hearts and hands

That were for love's sake laid before your feet

To fire and iron whetted and made hot

To war against you.    No man lives that knows

What is yuur cause, and loathes not; though for craft

Or hope of vantage some that know will seem

To know not, and some eyes be rather blind

Than see what eyeless ignorance in Its sleep,

If but it would, must needs take note* of; none

Whose mind is maimed not by his own Micro will

And made perforce of its own deed perverse

Can read this truth awry.   What have you done ?

Men might weep for you, yea, beholding it

The eyes of angels melt; no tide of tears

Could wash from hand or soul the sinful sign

That now stands leprous there ; albeit God knows

Myself for very pity could be glad

By mine own loss to ransom you, and set

Upon your soul again the seal of peace

And in your hand its .-lapire ; but your act